ii2                        Cupicto

By whom ye Spaniards hawty Style

in Englyfh Yerife is pende.
Marke thefe fame three, and other moe,

whofe doyngs well are knowne,
Whofe fayre attempts in euery place

The flying fame hath blowne,
Haft thou not harde, thyfelf in place

full ofte and many a tyme,
Lo here the Auctor lofeth grace,

Loe here a doltyfh Ryme,
Now fyth that they haue this reward

who paffe the euen as farre,
As in the nyght Diana doth,

Excell the dimmeft Starre.
Take thou no fcorne at euyll tongs,

what neadft thou to difdayne?
Syth they whom none can well amend

haue lyke fruyte of theyr payne.
Moreouer yet the Ladyes nyne,

haue all commaunded me,
Bycaufe they know, the blynded God

hath fome thyng pearced the.
To leade the foorth, a thyng to fee,

yf all thyngs happen ryght,
Whiche mall gyue the occafion good,

with ioyfull mynde to wryght
To this, I wold haue anfwered fayne

and theare began to fpeake,
But as my words were commyng forth

my purpofe he dyd breake.
Come on (quoth he) none Aunfwere now

we maye no lenger flaye.
But frame thy felfe, to flye abroade,

for hence we mufl awaye.
And here withall, on both my fydes,

two wyngs me thought dyd growe,
Of mighty breadth, away went he,

and after hym I flowe.